
PASSING
Shallowness and Inanity

of the Ordinary Talk
in i Game of Draw
A Popular Stage Poker
Gatno

f
mat
mm
,.f t

lr- -t

,y ' V

T!

np ' "
Weill

rich :

ro'ii
U I"

nn.l M

ti.r ii

mi '

.',
fir
Mr
Fir'

P

on'

t
.t

l,.l i

n- -
J..n- - '

.1,.,

I'll 'oi

i -- insular furl thiu nearly
iboly when playing )okcr

.i stylo of conversation that
.Hi illppant nntl Inn no, no

:,iv well educated or serious
,'i.u person niny be. TIiIh sort

f.ilthfully. reproduced In the
if the piny called "Sinners,"

. D.IVlH

iiikf place In tlif Now York
..i nf Hllil.i Newton, the young

inpanlon of Willie Morgan, a
w York business man anil

f middle ngo. A poker game
played, In which, besides Hilda

n, thcro uro I'olly Cary ami
jiroteotor, Joe Garfield, n

I " and Hob Merrick, n young
. nainrer, who has recently

-- 'iroPiH afU-- a long, hard
.l irlnif which he lias been em-'.r.n-

the faithlessness of the

Who's shy In till pot? Come
c.m- - on! Who's the bashful
in in

i iid.un.intly) What are you
- t me for?

-- 1 wouldn't nccuso you for any.
' . the world, Joe but I certainly
niMii'ier seeing you come up!
I h id Jiifii two blue chips left.

it to any one In tho party.
Nobody's: got a thing to do

.tn "int your chips!
Y. ii win, didn't you? What arc

y,,i .'iiihlng about? You've filled
thr- ' -! and we've only been play-in- -'

'u'f in hour'
r "v i .is sho stacks her chips) All

i,.ini"nls. too! I wonder If that's n
lsr. i're going to buy mo that brace-

let"
.! With business like It Is now?

Pr.v ii' 'Hilda shufnes cards.)
r.i'lv To hear you bleat any one

won'.! think the Salvation Army ought
o n a Wall Street Soup Kitchen!

II M.i Your cards, I'olly! I'll turn
tho s on! (Hilda hands out cards
m I'ollv and rises and goes up stage to
iwit.li .in tho llshts as Polly shuffles.)

.1... You'd better, when she deals.
Thr. o diamond Hushes! You drew two
r.ir.N to tho last one!

I'olly (dealing) I hud a hunch.
jnt You had a nerve! (Hilda has

pone up stage and pressed button on
wall lights go on.) There that's
tetter!

Polly (Indignantly, with cards In her
har..n What do you mean .that's hot-

ter"
P...'i He's sore becauso you aro win-n-

ill the money!
Poi; dialing) All the money'

He"- - g. ttlng closer every hour he lives!
He railed mo Just now with thrco acea
in. l,. hand! Three aces!

Joe I've played with you before.
p.il'.y (angrily) Do you mean to In-sl-

no?
II la Come come! (She picks up

card- - To Joe) Play tho game. What
do vou do?

J p fwho sits next to Polly) When
ToV deals I pass. (He throws his cards
don n )

open It two dollars. (They
ell uirn to Willie, whom they discover
to ! fast asleep.)

P.. 'y Well? Well?
P...'. (laughs) He's iislccp again!
P-l-ly (raises her voice) Here, little

on. Willie theVro off! (Willie's lips

tnnv. and the cigar drops from Ills

nio i h to the table.)
JoeHe's a wonder!
II. Ida (bends over and .touches him

on the arm) WUUo! Wako up!
Willie (starts) Eh-o- h who won tho

pot?
!..n. rmwiivi This Is another

year. Willie, dear we are looking
for i little more of your money.

Willie Oh (Ho picks up his cards).
I op.n it!

!,,; Thanks for tho Information,
tint our ifrlend from tho wilds of Canada
lu inady done that.

Ii., i, Two dollars, Mr, Morgan.
v lie All right. (He counts out a

coup:, of chips.) Who dealt tho cards?
.i.e (meaningly) i

W In spite of that, I'll stay,
(lie i.'its in his money.)

H m.i -- Not for mo. (She throws
don n tier band.)

I,iiNTwo dollars more. (Sho picks
up i lie chips.)

Jo- - -- Little Bright Eyes on tho train
OWlr.'

poi:y I play my cards when I have
tlieni

J." And you have tbem all rlglit
when you deal.

Polly (coldly) Your hand is dead!
Hon many, Mr. Merrick?

I!.,K --Three, please.
I'olly (deals) There! Willie quick
ib iw your cards, then sleep In peace.

(A- - slie blm nod.)
V. i.i erne I guess I'll take .1

drnk. (I'olly gives him a card as Hilda
miv, li.m n uliUkev and soda.)

I'...' How many I'ards, Miss Cary?
1' ' y I'll play these!

.1 -- Is It pollto to laugh?
i'oilv Mnke your betf, please!
l t. -- Mlno aren't good enough!
I'o'h-Cu- mo on, WIllU'! Come on!
W. -- I guess you win. What did

' h ive?
i' Klush! (Sho quickly puts flier

bu. I on top of the discard and starts
t.. ik(. m the chips,)

J -- I in going to lool at that! (Ho
I'M 'us bind out to tako ctirdH.)

r iv (Hi rcely) Let my cards ulono,
..ier! (siio catcher his hand and

llol I. II )

11. I i ( inxloui nt tho anger in her
ton --I'.y!

I'" ly ir you dnn't bellcvo me.oall
tin' s w, a your chips nro for,

J U h.it a the good of getting aorc?
f u ,,,.1.

I -- oii can lld yourself, but you
' m Kid mo ileal the cards and
l"ii op Tor the Jack, Thank God there's
' 'loll.irs of your money wo'vo got a

I, ,r,,.. .,,1
J " (t il( cards and deals) A man's

a ' 'imp to sit In a poker gamo with
1 n iuen. I remember, onco I told my

who
l'"iiy (coldly) I lieg your pardon I

.1 I cr
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THE CONVERSATION AT THE POKER TABLE

Polly (with dignity) And you call
yourself a gentleman!

l jl
,'"H

Joe (anxiously) Now Polly!
Polly Let me tell you something, Joo

Oarfleld! No man with any real class
mentions a subject like bis wife in the
presence of the lady he's keeping com-
pany with!

Willie I wish you two would learn
to stop your scrapping. (Sho hands him
ibo drink.)

Polly (angrily) His wife why
don't you go back to your wife?

Joe (remonstrates) Now, I'olly
Hob I'll open this one, too. Five

dollars.
Willie I'm there.
Hilda (throws her bards down an

grily) I haven't seen a pair y.

I'olly I'm coming along.
Willie 1 to Joe. who Is studying his

cards) Well, Joe? Well? You can't
make 'em grow!

I'olly fllve blm time ho likes to
dream he's with us.

Joe (llnnly) I'm coming in! (Ho
puts up chips.)

I'olly Somebody lock the door
there's something doing?

Joe And I I I raise it to ten dol-

lars.
I'olly No? Anything less than four

acea is dead.
Willie Ten more? Humph! (He

1

The poker game in "Sinners" during which the inane and shallow conversation is faithfully reproduced.

looks at his cards again). Sort of reck-
less, aren't you, Joe?

Polly You know Joe! The boy
plunged! I bet ho ain't got a thing
but a straight Hush.

WII1U I got to trail along. How
about you, Polly? (As he puts up
chips).

Polly Well seeing it'ti Joe I'll Just
liost him ten. (She puts up.)

Joe I er
I'olly Only ten more, darling; that

don't mean any moro to you than your
right eye.

Joe (anxiously) Tt ten more?
I'olly Yes, dear, only It's bad man-

ners to choke when you say it.
Joe (firmly) I'll stay.
Polly llellew me, he's got 'em.
Jot You Cuii'i bluff rr.c!
Polly No, dear but In the ex-

citement I'm afraid you've neglected
Como on with tho ten!

(She points to the chips at centre of
table.)

Joe Oh! (He puts up reluctantly.)
Polly Naughty, naughty!
Joe How many cards?
Hob One.
Willie Two.
Joo (stops dealing In disgust) Oh,

bell!
Wllllo (winks slowly) Holding a

kicker.

11 TTO'wa.sHMttt.

Polly Yes, ho Is! He's a foolish
guy, Wllllo Is! That's what makes him
so thin!

Joo (to Polly) How many?
I'olly Well Just for fun, I'm

going to play them as they fell.
Joe (furious) No! Poker's u

rotten game!
Polly It's all In tho draw.
Joe And me with threes. (He takes

two cards.) You can't licut my lurk.
Hilda (crossly) Your luck! I haven't

held a hand
Joe Oh you you don't get caught

in Dutch like I do! Do yer? I'm n
fool to play tho gamo nt all. I'll bet a
little one.

Polly (looks at the table carefully)
It must bo a very little one. I can't

o t nt nil.
Joe Oh! lend me a whlto one, some-

body.
Hob I think It's my first bet.
Polly Of course It is but Joe Just

lovei to put up.
Willie Mlno aro too small. (Throws

Polly And ten! (Sho puts up. There
Is n pauso as Joo looks at his rards,
Polly pretends to bo very patient.)

Joo I er you stood pat?
Polly (very politely Yes, dear.
Joe Well (He picks up his re

maining chips and starts to put them

. - JjUurivJv

FOR SORT OF FEAST.
Savage: "De King send me, sah, to dress you for de feast."

"Ah, then you are his valet, I
Savage: "No, sah! I am his chef." DySAvn.n i.i'Mi.r.v

in.) I cr what's the use? You can't
beat that kind of luck! (Ho puts his
chips down.) I'll let you call, Mr. Mer-
rick.

Hob I drew to u. mlddlo straight and
didn't make It. (He throws bis cards
down. Polly laughs and puts her hands
out for tho pot.)

Joe You didn't let licr Oh, my
Clod!

SMASH IN THE EAR
CoiidiuiriJ from Eleventh Page.

aeroplane; a stop at a gleaming road
house, with Its broad piazzas overhang-
ing tlio water: music, life, cyeiyr
pretty frocks and a place to wear them!
Suddenly the Winburg Civic Art League
became a vociferous power! Armed
with tho desperate resolves which come
with sudden emancipation, It clamored
ho vehemently fur the speedway that Its
Voice was heard from park to park and
from river to pond.

Immediately after ithe Wliihurg Civic
Art League had exploited its enthusi-
astic feelings Sam Arnold went to the
live newspapers with an extremely rare
and irtclous $500 for each of them and

: "I aan't been."

Hilda What did you have, Polly?
Polly Flush! (As she pushes her

cards away Joe grabs them.)
Joe Flush! (He spreads them out

faco up.) Four diamonds and a spade!
(Ho points to thorn In horror.)

Polly Tho other diamond Is tho ono
you've been promising mo for so long,
dear. (All laugh at his anger.)

bought advertising ppace to that
amount.

TIu,. solid and well to do Investors of
tho city paid' no attention to all tho

iniHh. Their cash was comfort-nbl- y

locnted In 3 per cent, bonds or C

per cent, mortgages, according to a
man's fears or his activities. Hut the
$.100 worth of ndvertMng in each of the
tlve papers was not designed to appeal
to the solid, conservative Investors. It
appealed In largo black typo to tho

for this was essentially a peo-

ple's movement!
A man could invest as low as $10 in

a dhare of Sieedway Improvement
Mock it ml is high as $100; and for his
stock he could secure a hold on a homo

SURPRISING PARSON AT HOME ABROAD

ANOTHER

Missionary: suppose?"

THE

THE AND

LOGIC.
Parson: "How is it I haven't seen you at church lately?"
Hodge

liy J. II, THOHPn.

"Who's Shy?" and "I
Pass" Examples of Ex-

pressions Dear to the
Lovers of the Great
Pastime

olio In tho North road subdivision..
Safe, too: perfectly- - safol Tlu Mer-

chants and Manufacturers Hank, oven
tho signature, of President Frazlcr,
guaranteed' the security of overy dol-

lar! Klthcr the company was com-
pleted, the money Invested In posltlvo
profit bearing real estate and the speed-
way built, or else tho money wiw to bo
returned at the end of six months by
tho Merchants and Manufacturers
Hank plus 4 per cent. Interest, And tho
stock could l bought at the bank! It
was like a savings account, with a beau-

tiful big gamble attached. Everything
to gain and nothing to lose!

President Frazier looked up In surprlso
nt the man who camo In with Sam Ar-
nold. Ho was a broad Jawed, mottlo
faced old Irishman who for years had
been the forlorn leader of the distressed
and discredited' minority party, but In
whom the years of disappointment had
left no bitterness. Hope sprang anew
In him every spring and fall.

"Good morning, Tim," said Frazlcr
with scant cordiality, and he loolted
wondcrlngly at 6am.

"Morning, Governor," husked Tim
Onssldy, and sat down dlllldently In tho
chair furthest from tho dvsk, where ho
ran his stubby lingers through and
through tho fringe of crisp curly gray
hair at the back of his neck.

"What can I do for you, Sam?" asked
Frazier, polishing his spectacles and
smiling Ills' puckered smile. If Snm had
done nothing else ho had brought to tho
bank a host of small Investors, most
of whom would remnln as depositors.

"Hand me n bouquet and my share of
tho prollts," and Sam's red hair seemed
to have an extra wrlgglo in It ns Ik-- laid
his hat on tho desk. The freckles on his
nose were unusually In evidence
"I want you to ngreo to vote me, at tho
first stockholders' mooting of tho
Speedway Improvement Company, 10
per cent, or the stock for my services in
promotion."

Ohl- Tim Cassldy nodded his head and
smiled admiringly at Sam while Presi-
dent Frazlcr put on his spectacles.

"I don't seo what I have to do with
It," ho said.

"You will have," rejoined Sam. "I'm
ready for you to como into the com-
pany now. With your name at tho
head of .the list for a hundred thou-
sand dollars worth of stock you and I
can close the balance of tho subscrip
tion In two days."

Frazlcr (turned grave. Tho wrinkles
In his lips puckered forward, but hTs
tone was ndt unkindly ns he swung
squarely In ihls swivel chair toward
young Arnold. "I'm sorry to see you
tako this thing so seriously, Sam.
You've been advertising a month, and
you've sold something less than a hun-
dred and fifty thousand dollars worth
of stock. There Is still seven hundred
and fifty thousand to place besides
yours. And you won't complete your
subscription list! The stock purchases
have been dropping off during tho last
week, and I think you've sold all you
can."

The banker was surprised that this
report did not seem to discourage Sam
In the least. Instead, the young man
beamed, and In his amtle was the hearty
cooperation of his white teeth, his blue
eyes, his orange freckles and Ills red
hair.

"I've passed out all tho stock tho
small Investors are to get," stated tho
promoter. "I only set aside a hundred
and fifty thousand for them. Frazlcr,
you onco said that If I got the City
Council to pass the speedway appro-
priation ordinances you'd help me

this company."
"Yes," admitted Frazlcr. "I'd see a

splendid Investment In ft. But tho
City Council won't pass the ordinances.
I've talked with them. They're not
misled by this enthusiasm. They aro
solid, conservative, honest citizens,
which is why they are reelected every
year. They've run this city cheaper
than any city of its size In the United
States, and there is positively no chanco
that they would spoil that record by
committing a five million dollar ex-
travagance."

Sam glanced at the pleased expres-
sion on the face of old Tim Cassldy.

"How many Investors are represented
in your sale of the speedway stock?" ho
asked of Frazier.

"A raft of them." answered tho
banker, and consulted a memorandum
card In his dally file. "Between four
and flvo thousand."

"Is that enough, Tim?"
"God bless you, boy, It's

and old Tim beamed on tho young red
head. "Every mother s son that owns
a share of that stock will vote for the
candidates that's pledged to build tho
speedway; them and all their fathers
and t'helr sons and their leouslns and
their uncles and their pals. What do
you think of me slate, Mr. Frazier?"
and, hitching his chair forward, old
Tim displayed a 11st of names, scrawled
on a crumpled and soiled legal en
velope. "They re good men, every one' "

Tho puck red smile came on Frazier a
lips, and every tiny wrinkle on bis faco
seemed to puncture him at both ends.

"Sam, ho observed as be reached
for tfho subscription list, "you havo
every qualification for a crook except
dishonesty."

Tho newborn Winburg lay swathed
In a mantlo of white, even to the flecclly
tufted branches of her tall old elms and
oaks.

Tho only spots of color In nil tho
landscape, were tho flaming red hair
whlk.ii waved around tho faco of Until
Arnold beneath her saucy little bonnet,
and tho flaming red hair of Sam Arnold
whero it leamed below his cap. They
stood on tho back porch looking stead-
ily down toward the city.

Presently thero came a new spot ot
color. It roso against the sky Just over
tho City Hall; a gay American Hag,
Jerking swiftly to tho top of the (lag-staf- f,

Whero It suddenly Haunted out In
tho winter breeze.

"Old Tim's signal!" shouted S.im.
"dinger, tho new City Council has
passed tho speedway appropriation1"

They spread their arms wide and
threw them around each other, and did
an ecstatic dance up and down tho
porch. Breathless, they stopped to look
at ho flag again. It represented tho
consummation of nil their ardent hopes.

"At last the speedway's off our
minds!" exulted Itutb,

"Until wo pet pinched for speeding
on it," grinned Sam. "A promoter Is
through tho mlnuto tho money Is up,"
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